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PREFACE. 



In presenting this little work to the notice of 
the public, were the feelings of the writer only- 
considered, he would far rather have done so 
without any prefatory remarks of his own; but 
after the handsome manner in which his former 
unpresuming little work has been received, he 
feels it would be ungrateful on his part if he did 
not take the present opportunity of thanking them 
for their kind, and he fears undeserved patronage. 
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^n^^ttx iass art €m^. 



Listen ! *Tifl the voice of spring — 
Chirping, singing, humming, 

Birds and insects on the wing 
Tell us spring is coming. 

Jumping, dancing from the hills, 
'Mid the lights and shadows. 

Come the laughing brooks and rills 
Through the verdant meadoWs. 

Fresh from winter's cold embrace 
Leaping, dancing, humming ; 

Every living creature says 
Brighter days are coming. — 



Ab in nature so in grace, 
Night precedes the morning ; 

And 'tis "winter's cold embrace 
Sweetens spring's returning. 

Listen ! 'Tis the Seraph choir 
Halleluiah singing ! — 

With the song from voice and lyre. 
Heaven itself is ringing. 

Catch we their triumphant strains. 
While amid the gloaming, 

We approach the heavenly plains, — 
Brighter days are coming; 
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i^iti 



Faith can o*6rleap the bounds of Time 

Into the realms of bliss ; 
And the glories of that holy clime 

Sweeten the ills of this — 
To our beclouded minds a ray 
From that holy region far away. 
Is like the dawn of a glorious day 

Over tempestuous seas — 
The pole-star on life's rugged road 
Which leads to glory and to God. 
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ffjt. 



Hope with its golden beams allures 
Our souls with joys supernal; 

In spite of all that flesh endures, 
External and internal. 

Hope points beyond each troubled scene^ 

Awaiting stUl, with brow serene, 

That home no mortal eye hath seen, 
Immaculate ! Eternal ! 

O glorious Hope ! O gift Divine ! 

May thou in life and death be mine. 



foht. 



Amazing, firee, eternal Love 
Whence all our comforts flow — 

The glory of the saints above— 
The grace of saints below. 

Oh for that grace to strike the lyre, 

And join with the triumphant choir ; 

Then when both Faith and Hope expire, 
And death itself shall die. 

With the immortal blood-wash'd throi% 

Eternal Love shall be our song. 



<' > 



ms all isst t(fe bwt." 



'Tis tnie while we Bojoum 

As pilgrims below. 
The streams of temptation 

Around us will flow ; 
The jeers of the worldling 

Will at ns be hurrd, 
And the banner of Satan 

Be ever nnfdrl'd. 
Yet hasten we homeward 

Where nought can molest^ 
For there sin never entered— « 

« 'Tis aU for the best." 

The band of affliction — 

Perchance of distress, 
Upon our lone spirits 

May heavily press ; 
Tho' briars and brambles 

Our path may CDclose, 
And dangers unnumbered 

Our progress oppose ; 



still, hasten we homeward 
Where nought can molest, 

For there pain never enter'd- 
" 'Tis all for the best." 

Tho' showers of trouble 

Around us may fiall, 
And sorrow spread o'er us 

Its funeral pall ; 
Whatever the dangers 

We meet on the road, 
'Twill hut hasten us home 

To our Saviour and Gk)d. 
And there we for ever 

Wliere nought can molest, 
Shall sing Hallelujah, 

"'TiaaU for the best." 
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isMffflt's (Irair^ 



Kear to the fields he fought and won — 
'Neath a green tree's protecting bough j 

(His work complete, his duty done), 
In lowly state he rests him now. 

No costly i&ne points out the grave 
Where he, the Christian warrior sleeps ;— < 

He, the undaunted and the brave. 
Whose loss a loving nation weeps. 

Yet more sublime that calm abode, 
Where, mingling now with kindred clay, 

He waits th* awakening voice of God 
On time's last, grand, tremendous day. 




W^ 



i 



n 



mtt|[Mn ! m\nt 0f tin $^\t ? " 



What of the night? ho, watchman tell, 
Ye who on Zion's ramparts stand ; 

Tell US, tell us is it well. 
Is the long-wished-for dawn at hand ? 

'Tis hut a glimpse, a transient ray, 
Which like a moonbeam on life's road, 

Bids us to hope for coming day, 
And cheers us in our dark abode. 

Tet tho' these rays are dimly seen 
As through a darkened glass we gaze ; 

And few alas, and far between — 
Yet shall the full meridian blaze, 

Anon to our enraptured sight. 
In all its gorgeousness appear ; 

Sure as the day succeeds the night 
So draws the glorious morning near. 
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E'en now methinks beyond these hills 
Of trial, faith discerns a ray ; 

My soul with heavenly rapture fills, 
And hails th' approaich of coming day. 

For then heyond each troublous scene 
Which thick besets this toilsome road ; 

We shall, without a yell between, 
Behold our Saviour and our Ood. 

There shall look back with joy and see 
How He has led us by His grace, — 

And spend a vast eternity 
In never-dying songs of praise. 
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Oh ! how much lighter would affliction's hand upon 
uBlie, 

Could we on wings of fedth arise our doubts and 
foars above ; 

And see the kind and tender hand that doth the rod 
apply, 

And feel 'tis all in mercy given — ^that every stroke 
is love. 



As the refiner sits beside the crucible, to see 

The heat applied is but sufficient to remove the 

dross; 
So does our Heavenly Father watch His dear ones 

night and day, 
While in affliction's furnace tried, nor lets them 

suffer loss. 
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But brings them through the trial like the gold, more 

pure, more bright 
Their lips attun'd to praiae, thetr hearts oU over- 

chBTg'd with love ; 
An earnest of the blest emploj in yonder vorld of 
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m M pb. 



Thoughts suggested on the death of my fifth Child, and 
first Laughter, Zilias, Mary, 



My lost Lily ! brightest, dearest. 

In thy last long sleep ; 
To my heart thou seemeth nearest 

Even while I weep. 

Brightly bloom the flowers above thee 
Through the smnmer's day ; 

Thou who wast in life as lovely, 
Meeting too, as they. 

Thou art gone from earth for ever, 

I -left mourning here ; 
Ah ! 'tis painful work to sever 
Tics,. 80 close, so dear. 
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Still doth hope amid the sorrow, 

Point to yonder shore; 
Where upon a glorious morrow 

We shall meet onoe more. 

May thou be the first to meet me 

On the blissfdl plain ; 
And in glory-accents greet me 

Ne'er to part again. 

But among the sainted legions 

Far from pain and woe ; 
There make up in those bright regions 

Thy short stay below. 



(3ffifit/sSEd 



?ff] iisr^ 
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Suffffested on hearing of the death of Mr, Wm, T—, of 

Abingdon, In hie Sermone I have often heard 

him eay ** it is a good thing to be well laid 

in the grave,** 



All his afflictions and trials are oyer, 

Quietiy, sweetly, they've laid him to rest ; 
With the dew-spangled turf for his evergreen cover, 

Serenely he sleeps the last sleep of the blest. 
No more on the ocean of trouble and sorrow 

He straggles and rises on wave after wave ; 
But awaiting the grand, beatific to-morrow, 

His body, (blest thought,] is "well laid in the grave.'' 

The warfare is over, the conflict is ended, 

His armour well tried, now in peace is laid down ; 
While his spirit up to his dear Lord has ascended, 

To receive the free gift of a conqueror's crown. 
May we who havo oft times been favour'd to listen 

To his theme of Siilvation which only can save ; 
Be blest with like Faith, and as onward we hasten, 

!SIay long to be like him "well laid in the grave.*' 
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€mt mis mu |^]|». 



Come now my lyre, my trembling lyre;- 
And let thy sool-reyiying tone 

Stir in my inmost soul the fire 
Of Love, tho' now Fm chill and lone> 

O may I touch some golden string, 
Awaking thy seraphic voice ; 

Till rising with the notes I sing 
My Minting spirit may rejoice. 

Arouse once more in thrilling stra{a0 
The theme my soul loves best to sing ; 

Of the bright realms where Jesus reigns 
Our everlasting Priest and King. 

And while thy notes my soul beguile, 
May I to Pisgah's top ascend ; 

And by the eye of faith the while 
Gaze on the land to which we tend. 
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And there may I again reodve 
An eto^est of the joys to come, 

'When call'd the ills of life to leare. 
And enter the long-viahod-fbr home. 

Then to thy voice I yet shall sing 

(Thongh c&res grow thicker by the way) 

Each trial shall but nearer bring 
The crowning, the rejoicing day. 
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ON THE 



2SthofMay, 1865. 



Heralds! know ye a prinoe is dead P 

A prince of noble blood ; • 
Though from no line of dukes and kings^ 

He daim'd the crimson flood. 

He boasted no ancestral halls, 

Nor gaudy pomp of state ; 
Tot did the whole world honour him 

The truly, nobly great. 

All the world knows how on that night 

Of fearful memory, — 
When e*en the boldest fear*d to brave 

The heaving, boiling sea. 

How he with his heroic child, 

His loving, darling girl. 
Dared launch their boat amid the blast, 

And ocean's awful whirl 



Id 

Bow they the wreck in safety reach'd 
Ere 'neaththe seething wave 

It sank, and thus nine beings snatched 
From the insatiate gravew 



Tears now have pass'd and that brave girl 

Now lies beneath the sod ; 
Her noble, generous soul has gone 

Back to her Father, God. 

Vears since have fled — and old and grey — 

His work, his duty done — 
Simple and mild as calmly brave 

The old man too has gone. 

And shall not we, his fellow-men. 

Shed yet a tear for him P 
Shall we not keep his memory green 

Nor let his name grow dim. 

For it is he, and such as he. 
Though humble and obscure ; 

AVho, when we stand in need, shall be 
Found ready evermore, 

g2 
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For it is he, and soch as he^ 
Sons of the grand old race, 

WhoVe raised our dear old country to 
Its enviable place. 

Britons ! it is to such as he 

A debt of love we owe ; 
Who never quail'd with danger mgh^ 

Who never fear'd a foe. 

Nature's nobility are they 

Though reared in poverty ; 
And in ten thousand hearts shall live. 

When prouder titles die. 




21 



c. Fsalxn. 17 Ver. 



O for a beam of Love Eternal, 

T' illume this earthbound soul of mine ; 

A foretaste sweet of joys supernal, — 
An earnest of a rest divine. 

O for a smile from Christ my Saviour, 
Assurance of His matchless love ; 

Blest token of paternal favour, 
Presage of endless bliss above. 

O for the ever-glorious Spirit 

To teach and g^de me night and day ; 
And to my soul disclose the merit 

Of Christ the Life,— the Truth,— the Way. 

O for a glimpse of home, of heaven, 

That bright, ineffable abode ; 
Where angels, to adore 'tis given — 

While blood-bought saints are nearest God. 
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O for more fisuth, and more oonfidingf 
In my Almighty Father's will ; 

And Jesus all my fears subsiding, 
Sweetly whisper — "Peace! bestilL'* 

Then could I meet the trials and losses^ 
Troubles and conflicts of the road ; 

Knowing that daily, hourly crosses^ 
Still bring me nearer to my God, 
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last t\m m'tx femi ? 



Hast thou ne'er heard that when the eagle wants 
her young to fly, 
And cannot get the timid things to venture from 
the nest, — 
8he turns the thorny sticks beneath the bed on 
which they lie, 
So that they cannot longer nestle down in peace 
and rest. 

Just so beloved when we think to make this world 
our all, 
And nought pursue but earthly gain and pleasure, 
night and mom ; 
*Ti8 then our Heavenly Father gives us drops of 
bitterest gall. 
And 'mong the feathers of our nest He plants the 
piercing thorn. 
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Bat O fur grace to ask Him — like the eagle, when 
we try 
To mount, but cannot — ^to descend in sympathy 
and love; 
And bear us on His mighty wings, and upward, 
homeward fly 
Beyond the reach of sin and woe, to the blight 
realms above. 
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Prayer is our bulwark and defence, 

Our never-fiEuling aid 
In time of need when flesh and sense 

Bhrink back aghast, 'dismay'd/. 
By prayer, while on our homeward road 
We hold communion with our Grod, 
And following in the footsteps trod 

By Christ, our Living Head, 
May prayer be still our sweet employ, 
'Till chang'd to praise in worlds of joy. 
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H^tm. 



Praise ia the loftiest employ 

A ransom'd siimer knows, 
When with sublime and holy joy 

And love his heart o'er flows : 
E'en while on these terrestial plains 
He emulates angelic strains — 
Forgets his doubts and fears and pains. 

And triumphs o'er his woes — 
E'en till he leams to thirst, and long 
For Heaven's undying fount of song. ' 
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Onward, upward, heavenward, homeward. 

Be our battle cry ; 
Though 'mid enemies mmomher'd 

Oar rough pathway lie. 

Stay we not to look or, listen 

To their gilded lies ; 
But still onward, upward hasten 
As the eagle flies. 

Though above us in the future, 

Loometh good or ill. 
Whatsoever may await us, 

Press we onward still. 

By the eye of Faith beholding 
The bright crown on high ; 

Onward, upward, heavenward, homeward^ 
Be our battle cry. 
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On Wandering hy the Riverside near Wateringbury, 



Up memory, sacred memory, tell 
Of times and seasons long ago ; 

When 'mid these scenes I loved to dwell, 
Were Medway's gentle waters flow. 

Bring up from out oblivion's cell ' 
The forms and fEtces once so dear ; 

And of the happy moments tell 
I passed in their loVd presence here. 

The air smells just as sweetly now ; 

The flowers just as brightly bloom. 
And from their dewy petals throw 

Around them just the same perfume. 

The river glides as smoothly on ; 

As sparkling is each rippling wave, 
As when near twenty years agone 

We tried each other to outbrave. 
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The wild Data on the hazel-bough 
Hang pendant still the footpath o'er ; 

And blackberries grow as thickly now, 
And as delicious as of yore. 

But where is he who highest climVd, 
Who deepest dived, who swiftest ran ; 

He of the lithe and powerful limb, 
Bright promise of the future man ? 

As forest leaves in Autumn feuie. 
He whom we prized and lov'd so much ; 

Slowly and silently decayed. 
Beneath consumption's withering touch. 



Now sleeps beneath the old yew-tree. 
The leader of that joyous throng ; 

And many more, once blithe as he, 
** Now sleep as soundly and as long ! 



ft 



One, a " sea change " has undergone. 
Far down beneath the deep sea wave ; 

While two within the torrid zone 
Have perish'd with the bold, the brave. 



so 

Smoq still remain in nutnhood'i pnme. 
And now and then perchance like ma 

They here recall the happy time. 
And hear again the boj^sh glee. 

Though now those snnny days aifl gone 

Yet ahaU they Theresoe'er we rove — 

■With the dear spot on which tiiey shone — 

Be beasDred with the things we love. 
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(To a Beloved One.) 



The golden dajB of simmier now are o'er. 
And with them all their lovely host of flowers ; 
And the sweet nightingale has left the bowers 

To find a home upon some warmer shore. 

No more the groves by halcyon breezes fEm'd, 
Charm ns with their delicious store of sweets ; 
No more our ears the joyous blackbird greets, 

Now silenced by November's boisterous hand. 

No longer lured by evening's gentle breath, 
The glow-worm sheds her meekly trembling light i 
No longer now the cricket with delight 

Chirrups its Vesper song upon the heath. 

But all abroad is dull and cheerless now, 
Nor lessen'd by the winds untuneful moan ; 
While Winter stem advances with a frown. 

Deeply engraven on hit icy brow. 



32 

But thoagli the gifts of bounteous nature prove 
A source of comfort and of joy to me ;— 
What are they all if but compared with thee. 

And thy sincere and unaffected love P 

A love which neither Summer bright and free. 
Nor Winter's rude, tempestuous hand can ever 
Tear from my heart ; nor from my bosom sever 

The silken cords which bind my soul to thee. 

Then why should I Summer's departure mourn, 
Since thou remain' st to me unaltered still ; 
A heart whatever betide, or good, or iH, 

To whom my soul with confidence can turn. 

could fiilfiU'd my ardent wishes be, 
On the return of this thy natal day ; — 
Fain would I soar to realms of light away, 

And bring a diadem of joy for thee. 

1 would not wish thee earthly wealth or fame, 
Which damp each softer and sublimer feeling ; 
And secretly across the bosom stealing 

Their baneful shades, till love is but a name. 
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No ; — ^I would see thee crown'd with rosy health — 
Surrounded by each real and lasting^ blessing ; 
Nor care nor sorrow on thy spirit pressing — 

A happy and contented mind thy wealth. 

Thus onward thou life's journey shouId*st pursue ; 
Safe in the hands of an Almighty Power, 
Who in life's stormiest, as its brightest hour, 

Stands to His servants ever firm and true. 

And may each year as time rolls swifUy by — 
When age has from thine heart asunder riven 
The joys of youth — find thee more ripe for heaven ; 

Thy soul, with outstretch'd wings, ready to fly. 

But ere that dreaded time, O may it be 
My f&vour'd lot, on many a happy mom. 
To greet with thee thy birthday's glad return,— 

From earthly care and sorrow ever free. 

Then though this evanescent world should prove 
Untrue, and fortune frt>m us turn aside— 
Still well repaid, whatever may betide. 

In the enjoyment of each other's love. 
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^kt gilrt ttj!." 



if Against desponding at trifles in every-day life,) 



" Never give up " — ^may, in letters indelible. 
Deep in thine heart be this motto engraVd ; 

" Never give up " — as a cure 'tis infiEdlible, 
For half of the ills with which man is enslav'd. 

'Twould tarnish the life-giving stream tiiat is flowing^ 
And throbbing along all your veins, to retreat ; 

Nay, stick to your stuff in the way you should go in. 
And far rather die than to suffer defeat. 

What though thy pathway in life may be rougher, 

Tho' stormclouds may gather and darkness increase; 

Thy nerves and thy sinews with use become tougher 

And Faith shall grow stronger as friendships shall 
cease. 



Initead of repming in terror and anpiish, 
quaff je of stero reBolatdon tbe cup ; 

Tm nought but the cold hand of death shall eXtingniah 
The flame it shall kindle, — "Dever give ap." 
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Gone like a shadow o'er the pl8ixi» 
Or wax on which the sunbeams shone — 

Nor can we evermore regain 
Their presence — ^no^ for ever gone! 

Gone like a phantom or a dream. 
Or bubbles which each other chase 

Adown life's ever fitful stream. 
Then vanish— n(»r have left a trace. 



A deep solenmity pervades 

The soul, while thinking of each one ; 
And melancholy's ebon shades, 

Grow thicker as we whisper gone ! 
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Suggested on visiting ** BunhiU Fields Burying 

Ground:* 



The holy dead, the holy dead, O rest them where 

they may, 
Sweetly they sleep, while angels guard their 

undisturVd repose; 
No infant on its mother's breast sleeps more serene 

than they. 

While time on nevertiring wing sweeps onward 
to its close. 

Yet tho' to them it recks not if the spot in which 
they lie 

Be crowned with monuments emblazon'd with 
each hallowed name. 

Or in some quiet country nook beneath the bright 
blue sky. 
Where not a stone remains to tell the record of 
their £Eune ; 



38 



To U8 who reap the pleasant fruits of their long yean 
of toil, 
Of danger, suffering, want and woe, while strag- 
gling for the good, 
'Tis salutary oft to stay and meditate awhile 

Amid the scenes where, long ago, they did resist 
to blood. 

Many such spots are round us, and the one whereon 
I stand. 

Should of all spots be dearest, for beneath its sod 
doth lie 
The treasured dust of many of the bravest of our 
land. 
Who have counted it an honour in the cause of 
truth to die! 

Around our hearts like ivy may their memoiy en- 
twine. 

And to us and to our children may their names 
be evergreen ; 

While evermore before us may their bright example 
shine 

With a transcendent lustre like the sunset's 
golden sheen. 
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And may this holy spot where calmly sleeps their 
treasured dust, 
Be by their scions guarded with a reyerential care; 
That tho' mid never-ceasing toil and strife, this sa- 
cred trust 
May still remain unbroken in sublime seclusion 
here. 

O never let the busy world these sacred walls invade, 

Nor science, with her wondrous powers, disturb 

this calm retreat ; 

The fftthers of our liberties repose beneath the shade 

Of these time-honour'd walls and tombs — O let 

their rest be sweet. 
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®0 m i — 



Sftffffesed on his sending me a memorial card on ths 

death of his faiher. 



Dear friend — were I to tell thee now 
That *tis the common lot of all 

Beneath affliction's rod to bow, 
And share the wormwood and the gall; 

To tell thee this^ were but to waste 
Thy time and mine — thou knowest well 

The cutting stroke, the bitter taste, — 
More bitter fjEu: than words can tell. 

Tet would I drop a word or two, 
A word of sympathy and love ; 

O that like drops of sweetest dew 

They to thy wounded heart may prove. 
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I know full well how sharp the pain 
That rends thy soul, tho' years have sped 

Since my young heart was rent in twain 
When my dear father's spirit fled ! 

'Twas hard to bear, and time alone 
The deeply seated wound can heal ; 

Yet must thou sorrow not as one 
Who cannot hope's blest influence feel. 

Such wounds are blessings in disguise, 
To wean our thoughts from things below, 

Up to " the realms beyond the skies," 
Where they are waiting for us now. 

O may this trial serve to ope 
The lattice to the realms of bliss ; 

And on the wings of faith borne up, 
May thou behold the eztacies 

Of glory — ^till thy raptured soul 

Of holy joy full to the brim. 
Shall long for time to swifter roll ; 

And let thee in love's ocean swim. 
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'Tis trae, too true, the cares and strife 
Of this yam world our thoughts engage; 

And business with contention rife, 
Doth war with our best interests wage. 

Yet when we get a glimpse of bliss, 
" Tho' few alas and far between," 

How do the vanities of this 
Yain world appear more base and mean. 

Well — " time is ever on the wing," 
Bear William it will not be long 

iBre we shall hope to join, and t^ing 
The chorus of that joyful throng. 

O may each dear one that we miss 
From earth, be yet another tie 

To bind our souls to Heaven—and this 
World claim us less until we die. 
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®n fin)tin0 t\i M top fair. 



Hail little monitor— of time's fast fleeting wing. 
The witness — ^triyial and oft unheeded thing ; 
What doest thou alone so pearly white, among 

Thy fellows of another hue who haye been there so 
longP 

Hast thou by chance appear'd, nnwelcom'd and 
unknown P 

Or hast thou for variety upon my cranium grown P 

Or darestthou iuTade a stalwart frame like mine 

Forerunner of a thousand of that silvery hue of 
thine P 

No, little messenger, I know whence comest 
thou — 

'Twas no fimtastio vagary that placed thee on my 
brow; 

Nor fortune, luck, or chance, nor all of these 
combined, 

But a dear Fatheb who is fiEir too good to be unkind. 
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Juflt as on yonder flower which revels in its prime, 

And seems in its luxuriance t' defy the march of time, 

- We presently behold an anbum leaf appear — 

Less green, but not less beautiful, thian other leaflets 
are. 



And as the summer wanes, and winter draweth 
nigh, 
These auburn tints predominate, slowly and silently, 

Until at last worn out, it drops away unseen. 
Till Spring again shall clothe it in inimitable green. 

80, little messenger, dost thou to me appear. 
Sent while in health and strength I pass the Summer 
of life's year — 

In mercy and in love t* remind me of the day. 

When, like the Summer's sunlit hours, I too must 
pass away. 

But, if it ended here, how dreary were the way 
That led us to the gaping tomb to rest our weary 
clay; 
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If, when the *' upa and downs" and ilb of life 
were o'er, 

The epitaph ahove onr last long home weie *' never- 
more T 

But blessed is the thought that when that day 
arrives, 
And not till then, the free, unfettered spirit rM% lives, 

Gloth'd in a spotless robe more beauteous than 
the flowers; 

And doubly blessed when by Faith we know that 
robe is ours. 
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Sfialithtg in iitrlttttss. 



Let him that toalketh in darkness^ and hath no liffht, 
trust in the name of the Lord, and etay upon hit 
God, — ^Isaiah l. chop, 10 ver. 



Fathbb, — ^£he way ia dark, and I am weary; 

The path is ragged, and my feet are sore ; 
My spirits fail me, and the prospect dreary 

IDl^unps all the ardour that I felt of yore. 

Groping along lest I perchance might stmnble, 
My mind is fill'd with anxious fear and dread ; 

Oh, do Thou comfort me, and keep me humble. 
And gently smooth the groimd whereon I tread. 

Grant unto my afflicted soul a measure 
Of Faith to cast on Thee my heavy load; 

And if it be Thy sovereign will and pleasure 
Grant me a light to shine upon the road. 
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Let it not be in ligtituing's vivid fluhsB— 
The howling tempeBt and the thunder's roar : 

Nor u Hie octxa in its fniy daahea — 
Bat u the billowB die upon the shcve, 

Cnhn and asiene^-in aooentB mild ml tooder, 
O let me hear Thf Bonl-inspiiinK voice ; 

So Bhall mj riven ipiiit glAdl<r render 
Ita grateftil praiae, and yet again rejoice. 
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Slirs Jflfftotrs. 



Flow'n lovely flowers, once again I breathe the 
balmy air, 

The mild, deUdona breath of May, the beautifdl, the 
£ur; 

The month meet redolent of song and green luxu- 
riant bowers — 

But what were even May without the flowers, — ^the 
lovely flowers P 

Here as I sit, the scene around is one dense mass of 
bloom, 

And every breath is laden with their exquisite 

perfame; 
Beneath, around, above, in lavish loveliness they vie 

\Vith the lake, the velvet greensward and the blue 
ethereal sky. 

The brightest, sweetest remnant left of Eden*s pris- 
tine bowers, 

Te have never lost your beauty nor your fragrance, 
lovely flowers; 
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And though the briar and the thorn dispute the 

sovereign sway, 
Ages on ages have roU'd on and found you just as 

gay- 

There's not a blossom but we love, and from it may 

derive 
Instruction, comfort, consolation, aye and hopes that 

live 

Within the soul long after ye are hidden from our 

sight, 
And the anxieties of trade claim both our mind and 

might. 

There is not an emotion of the soul but is portrayed 
By you in living colours, and our every scene is 

made 
More touching, more effective by >our presence, and 

your bloom 
Mingles in all our changes from the cradle to the 

tomb. 

And even there^ ye dearlings, when the mortal clod 
is laid 

With kindred clods to moulder 'neath the ash or 
elm tree's shade ; 

E 
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When left by dearest hmnan Mends to sleep tlie last 
long sleep, 

E'en then ye will not leave ns, but the silent watches 
keep. 

r 

Companions of the angels, who shall g^ard our 

sleeping clay, 
Ye clothe the tomb with beauty and with fragrance 

night and day ; 
Brightest and best of all the gems that deck this 

world of ours, 
may my love for you increase, sweet flowers, lovely 

flowers ! 




SI 

Wit puts of (^s\[al 

Kumhen ziv. Ohap.. 88 v. 



Are these the lasdoiu grapes that grow 
On Eshcol*s spreading Tines? 

Well may the land be said to flow 
With rich and crimson wines. 

And is this pure, this crystal stream 
Whence we can sip of Love, 

A foretaste of the bliss supreme 
Enjoy'd by saints above ? 

Oh the vast riches of that soul 

Who is allow'd to taste ! 
'Tis a sure earnest of the whole — 

An everlasting feast. 

Though doubts and fears alternate rise 

Till Jordan's stream be pass'd, 

Sure as the Lord a taste supplies 

It will be Heaven at last. 
b2 



52 



ii 



f s«i aljtai," 



OR THB 



evil. BBohn, fld, 30 Ver. 



The shadows of ev'ning around us now gather — 
The last fading beams of the sun on our lea 

Disappear — as our barque bounding on like a feather. 
Draws near to the port o'er the deep-rolling sea. 

Long has the voyage been, toilsome and dangerous, 
Tempests have threaten' d our barque to o'erwhelm; 

But Providence mere' fully held His kind hand o'er us, 
Jesus our Captain too, stood at the helm. 

Anon at His bidding the tempest subsiding, 
We joyfully sped o'er the sun-tinted wave ; 

'Twas but for a season (no joy here's abiding), 
A calm now succeeded as still as the grave — 
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So still tliat the silence around was oppressive — 
So calm that there was not a ripple or breath ; 

And though we at times felt resigned and submissive, 
It seem'd like the foretaste and image of death . . . 

Again there were breezes — anon there was thunder — 
Again there were hurricanes— sunshine anon ; 

So alternately fill'd with fear, love, hope, and wonder, 
The days, weeks and months have pass'd speedily on* 

At length, all our troubles and trials near ended. 

To a haven of rest by our compass we're led ; 

And with feelings of praise, love and gratitude blended 

We hear firom our Captain " There's land just 
ahead ! " 

And though there are rocks on which ships are oft 
riven — 

Though darkness may hide for a time the lov'd 
shore ; 

We surely shall enter the long-wish'd-for haven. 

And sing in our dear Captain's praise evermore. 
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Solomon's Bong, U. Chap. 9 Ver. 



'Twas but a glimpse — ^but oh, the stream 
Of joy and hope and comfort flowing 

From that small, momentary gleam, 
Has set with love my bosom glowing. 

'Twas but a glimpse — I scarce could say 
** He's mine," and realize the sweetness. 

Ere He had ta'en Himself away — 
Left me to mourn His visit's fleetness. 

*Twas but a glimpse — ^but oh, the joy 
From that transcendent moment springing ; 

When without mortal clog or cloy. 
Will be renewed mid anthems ringing. 

*Twas but a glimpse — ^perchance 'tis well, 
For if prolong'd and often given, 

We were content on earth to dwell 
Belinquishing all thoughts of Heaven. 
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But th6re*s a time — 'twill quickly come- 
When, at my squ1*s last, great transition, 

His beauties shall m Heaven, our home, 
Feast evermore my 'raptured vision. 
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f |{e §82 0f gtjt. 



'Wlien with the six days' care and toil 
Our wearied spirits are opprest, 

How sweet to turn aside awhile — 
How sweet the blessed day of rest. 

The brain o'er-tax'd with anxious thought, 

The body fi:x)m exertion tired, 
Are with new life and impulse fraught. 

And with new energy inspired. 

Freed from the turmoils of the week, 

" From earthly cares and earthly things ;" 

How sweet to turn aside, and seek 
A blessing from the King of Kings. 

8weet to retrace through all the way 
In which our weary feet have trod. 

The Ebenezers day by day 
Our souls have rear'd along the road. 
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Sweet to look back upon the place 
Where Jesus and our souls have met, 

And feel the shining of His {elcq 
As fresh upon our memory yet. 

Sweet to look forward with sublime 
And holy joy, and heayenly peace ; 

Knowing that all th' events of time 
Are subject to His !firm decrees. 

Sweet to look upward, and by faith 
As on the pinions of a dove, 

Soar where beyond the reach of death, 
The soul shall bask in endless Love. 
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^tning §0119. 



Addresed to my Children, 



Gome, doser draw your chairs around. 
And give the fire a gentle stirring ; 

'Twill hum with a more cheerful sound, 
While on the rug the cat sits puiiing. 

Pass the old book that's bound in green. 
Then hand my flute across the table ; 

Your mother on the " seraphine " 
Will join as well as she is able. 

Then sing with all your heart and soul. 
Sing, <' Shall we meet beyond the river, 

Where the loud surges cease to roll ?* 
Cease— yes, for ever, and for ever. 
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Sing e'en as though your tongues were fired 
With living coals from off the altar ; 

That each with the same zeal inspired > 

May neither hesitate nor falter. 



When years have fled, and you have long 
Left the old roof you now are under ; 

The dear remembrance of that song 
Will fill your souls with love and wonder, 

As it doth mine — I see them now — 
My parents, with their children round them, 

Singing with heart and voice, as though 
Nought could untie the cords that bound them. 

I see them, and by fancy's aid 
Can hear each voice as fresh as ever. 

Though their tired limbs have long been laid 
To rest, beside the babbling river. 
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And you, in long longf yean to come, 
When by their side your hands have laid me, 

Will think of your once happy home, 
And love me, let who will upbraid me. 

But I am wandering from my theme — 
Forgive me if my lip should quiver — 

Time passes swiftly as a dream. 
But " Shall we meet beyond the river ?'* 
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It 



^mtx to f^te." 



" Nearer to Thee " — while on life's pilgrim road, 
O may it our sweet portion ever he, 

As we draw nearer to our last ahode, 
To he, hy grace, kept very near to Thee. 

In every time of trial and temptation, 
may we feel Thine everlasting arms 

Around us, stilling our hearts' perturhation. 
And gently soothing us when fear alarms. 

Whether prosperity our path attends. 
Or whether we hy adverse winds are driven ; 

Whether surrounded hy un-numher'd friends. 
Or hy neglect and scorn our souls are riven : 

Whate'er our future lot, O may we ever 
Near to Thy side in sweet communion he. 

Till we shall pass death's intervening river. 
To dwell, O Lord, for evermore with Thee. 
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i01KK 



If on tluB wide sin-stricken world 

A gleam of peace remains; 
'Tis where Love's banner is unfarl'd 

Free from earth's blots and stains. 

Where round the altar of onr hearth 

The dear ones congregate ; 
Careless of all the toya of earth— 

The gew-gaw pomp of state, 

That they may soothe the weary soul. 
Each doubt and fear remove ; 

And oft the rising storm control 
By the sweet sway of Love. 

Home without Love, is but a name. 
Though e'er so richly drest; 

And though the dwelling place af &me, 
'Tis not a place of rest. 



Metiunks the chief delight ahoye. 
When Jesoa hids ui come, 

"WiU be tut H» ifl there to love, 
And HeaTcn will be ovx Home. 
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Pj elii ^rm-Clair. 



Deal gently with that old arm-chair, old-fiEishioii'd 
though it be, 

It IB of greater value than all other chairs to me ; 

For though worm-eaten now, and faded by the hand 
of Time, 

'Tis the same chair, which, long ago, I first essay'd 
to climb. 

Here as I sit can memory paint it as in days of yore, 

Days which are number' d with the past — gone, to 
return no more ! 

When, all life's turmoils laid aside, my father lov'd 
to sit 

And smoke his evening pipe, while we were playing 
at his feet. 
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How pleased were we to see him put his woollen 

slippers on, 
And in that dear old chair sit down, while his dear 

features shone 
With pleasure, as we gambol'd round or climb' d upon 

his knee. 
Or up the back of that old chair with childhood's 

ruddy glee. 

O how we loy'd to steal behind, and mounted up on 
high. 

Would pull his whiskers, and then watch the twinkle 
of his eye. 

As with pretended ire he'd catch us, and, his knees 
between. 

For punishment would rub our faces with his bearded 
chin. 

And when our games were over, with a loving kiss 

imprest 
Upon our glowing cheeks, or ever we retir'd to rest. 

We knelt in childhood's love and faith around that 

dear old chair. 
And our united voices rose in artless evening prayer. 
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Those days ate gone— thom parents' too, tlia silent 

clodfl beneath, 
Now sltiep in Peace in yDiider Tale, tLe lost, long 

sleep of deatii ; 
Yat while I live to feel and know the untold worth 

of prayer. 
Time brightens still ihe halo round that old worm- 
' eaten chair. 
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^a^^ti 



S^gested on hearing of the death of Mr, .&— , late 
Minister of the Gospel, at Maidstone, 



If there's a spot more lovely, more endeared, 
More fraught with holy, pleasing memories 
Than others, it is thou West Mailing.* Here, 
Through the green woods and in the flowery lanes 
Around thee, I have wanderM when a child, 
In all th* ezuherance of childish joy, 
OuUing the wayside flowers which excel 
In native loveliness, or listening 
With wonder to the rich and mellow notes 
Of blackbird, linnet, thrush, or woodlark's song. 



* For the information of those who may not be acquainted 
with that part of Kent, perhaps it will be as well to observe 
that West, or Town Mailing as it is generally called, is situated 
about three miles distant from Wateringbury, (the writer's 
birthplace), and is reached by a lovely walk through the woods; 
and the writer, when quite a child, used frequently to accom- 
pany UuB mother to the little Chapel there; and it was on one of 
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Here too, returning from the house of God, 
On many a Sabbath evening, I've watch' d 

The thousand glow-worm lamps which thickly 

stud 
The wayside, wondering from whence they drew 
Their tiny flame to guide the weary feet, 
Of travellers upon the lonely road. 
And oftentimes when " summer lightning" gleamed 

Through the gnarl'd oaks whose rugged branches 
span 

The footpath o'er— with childish confidence 

Close to my mother's side I clung, and hid 

My face within her mantle's ample folds, 

To hide th' electric fluid, and felt safe 

In her benign protection. 



those delightful and never-to-be-forgotten Sabbath eyening 
visits, he had the pleasure of listening to the dear man of God 
who has just departed from the scene of his earthly labours, 
and gone to be lor ever with his loving Lord and Master— 
Jesus. Well may we exclaim with Balaam of old, though we 
trust with a better hope and a surer prospect, " Let me cfie the 
death of the righteous, sayd let my last end be like his." 
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*Twafl on one 
Of these same evening visits to the neat 
And unpretending meeting-house, I heard 
Him who has just now left this world of sin, 
To dwell for ever with his loving Lord ; 
And during his discourse, warm with the love 
Of his dear Lord and Master, (even now 
Methinks I hear him) he rehearsed these lines 
Of the dear poet's soul-inspiring hymn : 

" Jesus can make a dying bed 

Feel soft as downy pillows are ; 
While on His breast I lay my head, 

And sweetly breathe my breath out there." 

Sweet thought to those who know and feel how soon 
Life's brittle thread may be asunder riven, 
And they be call'd to give up all of earth, — 
Biches or honours, — ^nearest, dearest friends, — 
Aye life itself ! and pass alone the veil 
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Which separates this busy, fleeting scene, 
From worlds no mortal foot hath trod ! t?ien. 
When heart and flesh shall fail, and the last prop 
Of pride and consequence shall fall beneath us ; 
How sweet, how precious in that trying hour 
To feel our Jesus near us, and recline 
Like holy John upon His bosom, while 
Death cometh, bringing His beloved sleep. 

'Twas not exactly thus those precious words 
Dropt down into my soul ; I had not then 
Experieno'd life's reverses, losses, trials. 
Taunts from without and conflicts fierce within. 
Which threaten oft our barque to overwhelm. 
And drive us to the cross, naked and torn. 
For shelter from the raging tempest. No 
I sat there as a child untutor*d, simple. 
And viewed life's pathway as a sunny road 
Full of bright hopes and prospects ; yet those words. 
So soothing, so consolatory, seem'd t' entrance me 
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With their intiiiuiic beauty, and methought 
It were so sweet to lean on Jesus' breast 

And gently die, that I could then and there 

Yield up my breath in His divine embrace. 



Years now have fled — some three-and-twenty 
years — 

And with them many of my dearest friends 
Have from my side departed ; and the road 
Which then appeared so fair, has often proved 
Too rough and thorny for my feet to tread 
Unaided, and my riven soul has felt 
That not alone in death's dark vale 'tis sweet 
To lean on Jesus' breast, but while pursuing 
This rugged path where gins and traps and snares 
80 thick beset us, and when darkest night 
Surrounds ua, and the lightning's vivid flash 
Eeveals to our astonish'd gaze some new 
And hidden danger, then, O then how sweet 
To feel Him near us, and our fjGtces hide 
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From the dread scene within his mantle's folds — 
The mantle of His righteousness, which hides 
Our imperfections from His Father's ire. 

Gloth'd in that robe the man of Gfod, whose words 
I listen' d to with such delight, pursued 
His way through good and ill, and rough and smooth 
His path alternate, and at last reclin'd 
His head on Jesus, and serenely died. 
And may I hope that /, ungrateful /, — 
Mistrustful, unbelieving oft, and fill'd 
With doubts and fears when love alone should reign 
Predominant (as he should love the most 
Who has had most forgiven), may I hope 
When this clay tabernacle falls, to join 
With him and millions more beyond the reach 
Of sin and death, in crowning Him who led 
Our weary feet up to that blest abode. 
To be for ever near and like our God. 
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" 1^2 fur i\m at §ea." 



Loud roars the fierce November gale, and as it rushes 
past, 

Shaking the roof above us with the fury of the 
blast; 

We hear it's booming, and our hearts in thankful- 
ness arise, 

That we are favoured with a home which all its force 
defies. 

Yet while we sit in peace around our cheerful house- 
hold fire. 

And comforts undeserved, our souls with gratitude 
inspire ; 

We would our hearts and voices raise in humble 
prayer to Thee— 

Father of Mercies — to look down on our dear friends 
at sea. 
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ghat out from all life's interoourse, away from friends 
and home, 

And all they love on earth, upon the briny deep to 
roam; 

Yet they are not beyond the reach of Thine Al- 
mighty power 

To guide, to succour and defend, in danger^s trying 

» 

hour. 

Oh Thou who did'st of old upon the rolling, dashing 

wave, 
Walk to Thy dear disciples, to comfort and to 

save; 
Do Thou, in mercy, by their side remain, through 

good or ill, 
And 'mid the howling, raging tempest, whisper — 

" Peace! be stilL" 

And if it be Thy blessed will, may they in peace 

return 
To those they love, who watch and wait, and for 

their presence yearn ; 
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And when we hear the rising storm, may it ever 

be 
Our loving, pleasing duty still to " Fray for those 

at sea." ^ 
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^monstonrt 



To a Christian Poet on his being pressed to write a 
# "sensation" song. 



Toach it not brother — stay, O stay, 
Ere thou hast stain'd thine honoured name 

By singing an unhallow'd lay, 
For sordid gold or empty fame. 

O let thy lyre nnsnllied still, 

Its golden harmony retain ; 
Its chords with heavenly music thrill 

With the long-loVd seraphic strain. 

Or, fetiling this, O hang it high 

On the lone willow's pendant bough. 
Where evening zephyrs gently sigh. 
And silver streamlets sweetly flow. 
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Or, rather than a single string 
Should vibrate to unholy song, 

May the fierce blast on hurrying wing, 
Awake its echoes loud and long. 

Par father let each quivering chord 
In deep, convulsive accents, break ; 

Than ever an unseemly word 
Should its majestic tones awake. 

O brother, spurn with sacred ire 
Alike the tempting bait and voice ; 

So shall fresh zeal again inspire 
Thy soul, and bid our hearts rejoice. 
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imMl its t\it #1J) |m. 



v 



Farewell old year — ^time ever swiftly fleeting, 
Has brought thee nearly to thy final scene ; 

And since the morning of our first glad meetingi 
Varied and chequer'd has thy pathway been. 

We met thee joyously, and as we bnilded 

Our castLes of the future in the air ; 
Brightly bedeck'd with rainbow hues, and gilded, 

We gaily reyeVd in the prospect fair. 

While fency strewed our daily path with roses, 
Forgetful still on that auspicious mom. 

That while ourselves propose, 'tis God disposes,^* 
That oft instead of flowers we find a thorn. 

Since then, once more the lesson has been taught us, 
That here our souls have no abiding stay ; 

And He alone who to this hour hath brought us, 
Bemains unchang'd, while all things else decay. 
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may we here erect our Ebenezer 
Of gratitude and praise, that hy the way, 

We have been kept by His goodwill and pleasure^ 
And grace reeeiVd sufficient for each day. 

Though prone to wander oft, His lore hath kept us 
Safe to this hour, ( O blessed truth to me ! ) 

When by a word — a breath — ^He might hare swept us 
UnsaVd, into a rast eternity. 

Oh, while the grains still in the hour-glass linger, 
Permit us Lord, for grace and mercy come ; 

That faith and hope may point their radient &ag&r 
When our life closes, to a glorious home. 



T. HALL. PRXNTKR, WINDMILL 8TB1CET, GRAVKSEKD/ 



By thf< same Author, 

AFFECTION'S TEIBUTE. 

Limp Cloth, Is. Cloth gilt, Is. 6d. Boon, 2s. 



opinions of the pbess. 

First Edition. 

" Hr. George Newman, of Graresend, has received the fol-' 
lowing letter from Her Majesty : — * Sir Charles Fhipps has 
received the commands of Her Maiestv the Queen, to thank 
Mr. Newman for the volume which he has forwarded. — Wind-' 
Bor Castle, 16lh December, 1863.' — The book was a small vo- 
lume of poems published by Mr. Newman." — Court Journal. 

" Some of the verses in this little volume have the ring of 
genuine poetry. Much feeling is displayed, and throughout 
there is a high moral tone." — City Press. 

" It is neatly got up, and the matter it contains is very cre- 
ditable to the Author, and as the price is low, Affectiok's 
Tribute ought to be in the possession of all who can appred- 
ate native talent."— Gravesend Beporter. 



Secomd Edition. 

" Locally considered, it is specially worthy of the patront^ 
of our readers, the author having been for several years resi- 
dent in this borough." — Gravesend Free Press. 

" That there are many pieces containing within them- 
selves no mean poetic talent, cannot be denied." — Gravesend 
Journal. 

" Under the title of Affection's Tribute Mr. Newman, 
who, we believe, formerly resided at "Wateringbury, has pub- 
lished a very interesting collection of short poems." — Maid- 
stone Journal. 

" A pretty little book containiag lines of sympathy, grati- 
tude, faith and good feeling from the heart of a good man. 
It would make a nice little family present amongst any of the 
Lord's households."— Earthen vessal. 



** This little yoltime of poems, which has now reached its 
eecond edition, is dedicated to Captain James Anderson, and 
is the work of a gentleman who has nearly all his time be^i 
occupied by commercial business. From this it may be infer- 
red that the x>oetrv never rises to that hig^ stancfard whidi 
would entitle it to be classed with the composition of the great 
masters of our literature ; but at the same time it often rises 
to the expression of high and noble thought, clothed in pure 
and elegant language. There is throughout the whole volume 
a ring of genuine and xmostentatious pietjr. "We believe that 
Affection's Tribijte wiU become a favourite with young folk, 
and it is exceedingly appropriate for presentation lio children. 
It may be added that Her Majesty has been graciously pleased 
to accept a copy of Mr. Newman's little work."— Observer. 

" This is an unpretending little pubUoation, fairly entitled 
to a word of encouragement and praise. It embraces a great 
number of pleasing poetical effusions, chiefly connected witii 
the affections and religious feelings." — Bristol Mercury. 

" Many of the pieces are exceedingly well written 

Of the V ales of Kent, the writer, with good reason, is ena- 
moured, and a poem bearing this title is well worth perusal, 
more especially as it appeals to that trait in an Englishman's 
character — ^the love of home." — ^Thanet Advertiser. 

" Mr. Newman's modest volume contains original poems of 
various degrees of excellence." — Christian World. 

" There are upwards of fifty miscellaneous subjects, many of 
them drawn from incidents in dailylife, and some of them not 
unworthy of a poet's reputation.— voice of Truth." 

" We do not wonder that a second edition of Affection's 
TiuBVTS has been called for. Many of the pieces are very 

sweet We shall be happy to meet George Newman 

again, and that before long."— Gospel Herald. 



